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bookstores and blue moons 


by mrmoralcompass 


Summary 


travis phelps is an author fighting writers block and sal fisher suddenly reappears into his 
life, what could possibly go wrong? 


Chapter 1 


he was a microscopic grain of sand in an ocean of the world. what? absolutely not. backspace, 
backspace, back... he felt as insignificant as I in 100 million. no, that's not right either. backspace, 
backspace.. he couldn't have felt more alone than he did in this moment. yikes, not that either.. 


writer's block would be the death of travis phelps. 


he stared harshly at his computer screen for a moment—as if that would cause it to magically write 
a book for him—before groaning, feeling defeated. he knew what he wanted to write about, but 
somehow, all the words had escaped his mind. any sentence he managed to write was just wrong. 
it was driving him insane. 


he glanced at the clock, faintly gasping as he realized how long he had been sitting there trying to 
write a single line. "coffee. i just need some coffee." he said to himself. yeah, great idea. he stood 
up from his office chair, his joints ached. he was only 24 yet his body already felt like it was 
moments away from giving out. he made a mental note to worry about that later. 


he made his way into the kitchen, pouring himself yet another cup of coffee. oh yeah, i've already 
had 4 cups. he had managed to somehow forget, maybe that was a reason for the lack of good 
work. 


he was mid sip when his phone started ringing obnoxiously, nearly making him spill the now 
lukewarm drink. he set down the mug and pulled his phone out, answering with a simple, "this is 
travis phelps," in a vaguely professional voice. 


"hi honey, this is mom!" travis melted inside, all tension he previously felt was easily washed away 
by his mother's warm voice. "hi mom, how are you?" he asked softly with the tone he used only for 
her. 


they had a short but sweet conversation and once it was over, travis actually felt calm enough to 
sleep, but of course the universe couldn't allow that. his phone started ringing once again, forcing 
him out of his relaxed state. "this is travis phelps." he answered, slightly annoyed. 


"hi, it's sal.. fisher." his stomach dropped and he stayed silent, what could he possibly say? "do you 
remember me? i know it's been a while." sal paused expectedly. travis's mind raced to collect the 
courage to speak. but it ultimately failed, because before he knew, he had hung up like the coward 
he had always been. 


"god dammit." he sighed deeply, setting his phone aside before getting up and quickly leaving for 
his office. he was quite disappointed in himself. 


"no thinking, just writing. no thinking, just writing. no thinking. just writing.” he repeated aloud, 
hoping that would make it more effective. he sat in front of his computer, his fingers hovering over 
the keyboard. "no thinking. just writing. just writing." he stared dumbly, half hoping his hands 
would just do the work for him. 


"anything, anything at all." he was whispering desperately at this point, which made it feel even 
stranger. "just write something.." he told himself, but his fingertips were like two repelling sides of 
magnets against the keyboard. so close but so far. 


he slumped in his chair, his hands falling into his lap. "i give up. i'm ruined for good." he said 
pitifully, he was so glad he lived alone, nobody needed to see him like this. 


"; shouldn't have hung up on him.. he deserves better than that.." he rubbed a hand down his face 
and sighed. "1 need to get my shit together." he said, somehow finding enough determination to get 
up and prepare to leave. said preparation was standing in front of the bathroom mirror for a solid 
minute, processing the fact he looked like he hadn't slept in a year and splashing his face with cold 
water before grabbing his wallet and a jacket. that was prepared enough, so he stepped outside and 
took a deep breath. 


please, lord, don't let me run into him. he silently prayed as he began towards wherever his 
undetermined destination could be. the weather was particularly nice, just cold enough for a jacket, 
but not uncomfortable at all. he wasn't a fan of actual cold weather, snow and rain was too much, 
too wet, too uncomfortable. 


after a short, aimless walk, travis found himself in front of the local book store. this is not what i 
need right now. yet, he entered anyway, quietly greeting an employee. 


this was a place he frequently visited, mainly because of the homely environment it had. when he 
was writing his first book, he spent the majority of his days there, sitting in the same chair, at the 
same table everyday. the employees had all grown to know and love him. 


he made his way to the back of the store and sat at his usual seat. it felt like home by now. 


"can i get you anything to drink, mr. phelps?" asked an employee. "how many times have i said it? 
you can just call me travis, and no thank you." he replied with a soft smile. "so humble." the 
woman said as she made her way towards the front of the store. 


travis just relaxed and sat in the comfortable silence for a short while, until the sweet elderly owner 
came to speak with him. "hi dear, may i sit with you?" she asked. "oh yes, of course." he replied, 
gesturing to the seat across from him. she sat down and smiled. "business hasn't been too great 
lately, so we were thinking of ideas to get new customers in.. and i think a book signing event 
would be a fantastic way to do that." she explained. 


"yeah, i have to agree." travis replied. "1 knew you would, so i was wondering if you'd do the 
event." she said. he was taken aback for a moment. "me? are you sure? i didn't think there were 
many people in nockfell who enjoyed my books." he said. "oh there is! many people come to buy 
your books here." 


"huh.. well, yeah, of course i'll do it. when is it planned to happen?" he asked. "this weekend, if 
that's alright with you." the owner said. 


travis didn't like doing things on such short notice, but he also didn't have the heart to ask for a 
different date. "alright, this weekend, i can do that," he said confidently. 


and so, the following week he spent mentally and physically prepping. he avoided his computer as 
much as possible, knowing he'd get stuck trying to force himself to write if he stayed too long. 


once the weekend rolled around, travis felt good. he was prepared, and assured himself everything 
would go smoothly. it did, for the most part. he met many people who were fans of his books and 
was feeling pretty pleased with himself. 


but of course, the universe wouldn't allow it for much longer. it had been an hour and a half of 
signing books and talking to fans, and any worry in the back of travis's mind had silenced itself. 
until, "who can i make this out to?" he asked, opening the book in front of him. it was his first. 


"sal fisher." 


oh shit. 


Chapter 2 


travis stared with wide eyes, frozen in place. words seemed completely impossible for him now. 


"are you gonna sign it?" sal asked casually, his arms crossed over his chest. "what? oh-.. yeah.." 
travis said awkwardly, pulling his eyes away from the man to sign the book. once he had finished, 
he closed it softly and held it out. 


he wanted to say something, but his mind was blank. thankfully, sal said it for him, "can we meet 
up later? maybe today.. or tomorrow, if you're not busy." he asked as he took the book from travis's 
extended hand. 


"yes! absolutely, i'm not busy today. i have another," he paused to look at the clock, "fifteen 
minutes before this is over." he looked back to sal. "okay, there's a nice coffee shop down the road, 
if you prefer to go somewhere public." 


"we can go to my house, if you're okay with that. i completely understand if you're not though so 
don't be afraid to-" sal cut him off, "travis. that's fine, relax." 


the blonde sighed and nodded. "okay, just let me finish this up and meet me back here. or, you can 
stay, they have good coffee here." he said, smiling cautiously. 


sal nodded and disappeared into the back of the store, leaving travis alone with his nervous 
thoughts. 


the moments ticked by far too quick for his liking, there were no more people there for the book 
signing, so he didn't even have a distraction from his noisy head. he spent the short amount of 
remaining time glaring at the clock and slowly collecting his things. 


"i've got this.. i've got this.." he tried to convince himself, it didn't help as much as he'd like. 


"travis, dear, you can go now. i heard your friend is waiting on you." the shop owner said, he 
hadn't noticed she was standing there. "are you sure? i don't mind helping if you need it." he asked, 
trying to not sound desperate. but nevertheless, the owner insisted it was fine and he reluctantly 
went to check on sal. 


after taking a second to try calming his nerves, he spoke up, "sal, i'm finished.. we can go if you're 
ready." they left shortly after, walking in uncomfortable silence. though, only travis seemed to be 
feeling the discomfort. 


"do you live by yourself?" sal asked curiously, almost startling the other. "yeah, it's a pretty small 
place though." he answered quietly. "hm, i have roommates. todd morrison, you remember him? 
from highschool?" travis nodded. "yeah, and his boyfriend neil. larry is considering moving in too 
but i don't think he will." 


"why do you say that?" travis asked. "1 don't think he wants to leave his mom there.." sal replied, 
his tone changing slightly. another quiet moment passed before they arrived at travis's house. "this 
is it." he said, approaching the door and unlocking it easily. 


"come on in." he stepped in and slipped his shoes off, sal followed. "it's not much, but it's enough 
for me." he said, flicking the light switch on. "sorry in advance, it gets pretty cold in here." he 
added. 


"it's probably haunted then." sal said in a completely serious voice. travis decided to take it as a 
joke. "can i get you anything?" he asked, sal denied politely. 


more silence followed. 


the air was so tense, travis felt like he was being suffocated and would die if he didn't create some 
distance between him and his guest. "take a seat, please." he said, gesturing to the couch before 
going to grab a chair for himself. 


"your house is pretty nice.. besides how cold it is." sal said as the other returned. he sat down and 
smiled faintly, "thank you.. it belonged to my father." he said the second half a bit quieter, 
immediately regretting even mentioning the man. 


and then there was more silence. they were both uncomfortable this time. 
"travis, i-", he was quickly interrupted. 


"sal, 1 don't even deserve the opportunity to apologise to you." travis said shamefully. there was a 
pause before, "is that your way of saying you don't want to apologise?" sal asked, chuckling 
awkwardly. "no! no, that's not it at all.. i just.. i don't deserve your forgiveness.." the blonde said 
quickly. 


y'know, for an author.. i figured you'd have a better way with words.." 


"how did you know 1 was an author, anyway?" travis asked suddenly. "well when your first book 
was published, they talked about it in the newspaper. so i got curious and bought it. i loved it, and 
then i bought every other book you wrote after that. you're really talented, yknow?" travis was 
blushing quite intensely at this point. 


"books aside, 1.." he started, taking a deep breath. "i'm really sorry, sal. for everything i put you and 
your friends through, and for making you listen to me complain about my problems that one time.. 
i wish 1 could take it all back, i promise i'm different now." he avoided sal's eyes. "please don't hate 
me anymore." 


"travis, i never hated you." sal said genuinely. travis could have sworn his heart stopped beating 
for a moment. 


"why do you think 1 avoided fighting with you so much?" sal began, "because 1 hated you? no, 
because i knew you weren't actually a bad person, and 1 could tell there was some deeper reason 
you acted like that. ash and larry were so sure 1 was wrong, but still.. i knew it wasn't that simple." 
travis was left speechless. 


"; mean, c'mon, out of all the things you could've chosen to bully me over.. you decided to pick on 
me because i was gay?" sal continued, chuckling a bit. "i wasn't even out yet." 


"have you come to terms with it?" he then questioned, speaking gently now. 


"it? as in.. me? have i come to terms with myself?" travis asked, avoiding eye contact. "i would like 
to think so.. but sometimes it's really hard to not think the way i used to.. about myself, 1 mean.. it's 
a work in progress." 


"i'm proud of you, i can tell you've grown a lot." 


travis's heart ached. he couldn't remember a single time someone had said they were proud of him, 
and hearing it from the guy he used to bully was an overwhelming experience. before he knew it, 


his vision was blurring and his hands were covering his face. "i'm so fucking sorry, sal." 


"hey.. hey, it's okay. you don't need to apologize anymore.. i forgive you." sal said, slowly 
approaching. "travis, it's okay.. take a deep breath." he continued, cautiously placing a hand on his 
back, trying to comfort him without crossing any possible boundaries. 


travis rubbed at his teary eyes and took a few shaky, deep breaths to calm himself. "1'm sorry, you 
shouldn't have to see me like this." he said shamefully. "i don't mind. i like comforting people.." sal 
replied, rubbing his back. "are you.. okay? like actually okay?" 


travis didn't really know how to answer that. he thought he was okay, but being asked in such a 
straightforward way made his mind foggy. "i.. 1 don't know, sal.." he said, barely above a whisper. 


"it's okay to not be okay.. y'know?" 


"thank you, 1 know." travis said, looking up at sal. "hey, you've grown quite a lot too. you used to 
be so short.." he said, trying to change the subject. sal laughed softly and shook his head, "i'm still 
pretty short, 5'6 now." 


"there's nothing wrong with being short." he replied, standing up. "alright, i'm done being sad, can i 
get you anything at all? i feel like a terrible host." sal hummed in thought, "some tea would be nice, 
do you have any?" 


"you're in luck, i just bought some more the other day!" he replied as he started towards the 
kitchen, sal followed instinctively. "oh hey.. are you in school for anything right now?" he asked, 
taking the box of tea from the cabinet. "nah, i'm still not sure what i wanna do.. 1 work at the record 
store right now.." sal explained, "what about you?" 


"i'm not in school either, i've been too busy writing." he replied, retrieving the kettle and filling it 
up. "oh right! you've put out quite a lot.. like i said, i've read all your books. guess you could say 
i'm a fan." sal said as he leaned against the counter. 


"all my books?" travis asked shyly. "yeah! my favorite is probably.. 'the blue moon’." he paused 
briefly, "oh? that's a popular one.." sal hummed slightly, "where'd you get the inspiration from?" 


"oh.. uh, just.. my imagination?" that was a lie. the inspiration for his fictional love story was sal 
fisher himself. he tried to be subtle about it, but the similarities between sal and the main character 
were quite obvious. 


soon enough, the tea was ready and travis poured some for them. "do you want anything in it? 
sugar, honey, lemon?" sal declined, "i like it plain." 


they found themselves back in the living room, now both sitting on the couch. sal had taken his 
mask off to drink his tea, travis tried not to stare. "1 wish things were different." he spoke up. "they 
could be different, if you want." sal responded. "i would like that." 


the suffocating feeling he previously had was gone, contentment now replaced it. he wanted things 
to stay like that forever. but alas, the universe had different plans. sal's phone rang loud enough to 
wake the dead, startling them both. 


sal hurried to silence it. "hello?" he answered. travis could only hear a faint voice on the other line. 


"oh okay, yeah, i'll be there soon," and then he hung up, sighing. "1'm sorry, larry needs help with 
some stuff, i gotta go." 


"that's alright, don't worry." travis assured, walking with him to the door. he watched as sal opened 


it and stepped out. "it was nice seeing you again." he said, turning back momentarily. 


"yeah, it was." travis said, watching as he began walking away. he waited, waited, and then, "sal, 
wait! 1 need to tell you something." he called out, walking towards him, sal turned to meet his eyes. 
his mind was screaming at him to stop but he couldn't hold this back anymore. "in highschool.. i 
was totally in love with you, that's why i targeted you so much.. because the way you made me feel 
was So.. scary, and i didn't know how to deal with it." 


sal listened and nodded. "yeah, i know.." 


"wait, you do? how?" travis asked, clearly confused. "well to be fair i didn't really know, 1 kinda 
just connected some dots.. but i found a letter in the bathroom on that day we talked.." sal 
explained. 


"wow.. 1 was so scared you'd find one of those.. 1 really thought you'd tell the whole school and 
expose me.. i'm not sure why.." travis said. "actually yeah, 1 do know why.. i was really insecure." 
he chuckled. 


"plus, i read all your books.. and i figured you didn't have another 'blue moon’ to inspire you." sal 
added before he turned and walked away, giving travis no time to stop him. 


great. 


travis withdrew back into his cold, empty home and leaned against the door. "what am 1 gonna do 
with myself now?" he asked himself before noticing something left on the coffee table. he 
approached and leaned down to pick it up. a note, folded in half. hm. he unfolded it and perked up 
at the writing. 


‘call me’ in sal's perfect handwriting with a number beneath it. 


travis couldn't help but smile. 


Chapter 3 
Chapter Notes 
See the end of the chapter for notes 
over the following weeks, travis had finally gotten over the writer's block and had made significant 
progress in his new book. 


however, he had been avoiding the kitchen at all costs because each time he went in he'd stare at 
the note on the fridge and contemplate for far too long. he didn't feel like he should call sal, at least 
not yet—-he didn't have the right to bother him. travis went about his life as he normally would, 
ignoring the voice in the back of his head that talked about sal constantly. he tried to busy himself 
as much as possible, picking up new hobbies to fill up the time that wasn't spent writing. 


during this time he had completely decorated his home, but somehow didn't realize the common 
blue theme until he was finished. it was pretty embarrassing, to say the least. 


"what am 1 doing?" he asked aloud, sprawled out on his bed, staring at the blank ceiling. "i should 
be ashamed of myself.. this is ridiculous." he closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, trying to clear his 
messy mind. after a slow exhale, he started to feel slightly better, finally. 


but of course, the universe never allowed true peace for travis phelps, and knocking could soon be 
heard at his front door. 


he was half tempted to ignore it but eventually came to the conclusion that it might be important. so 
he pulled himself up out of bed and walked to the door. he considered checking the peephole, but 
decided against it, opening it slowly instead. 


and there stood none other than sal fisher. 

"oh shit." travis blurted out, he really shouldn't have been so surprised. 
"nice to see you, too." 

"oh god, i'm sorry i didn't-.. hi." yeah, this was going great. 

"you haven't called.. 1 thought you would." sal's voice was sad. 


"1 didn't think i deserved to.. i don't deserve to have you in my life, sal. i figured you would be 
better off without me." 


"that's so selfish, travis. you don't have the right to decide what would and wouldn't be good for 
me. if 1 didn't want you in my life i wouldn't have left my number." he paused. his voice actually 
sounded kinda angry, at least, as angry as travis had ever heard him. "1 want things to be different, 
so badly." he added. 


travis nodded slowly and stepped aside, "wanna come in?" 


soon they were silently sitting on the couch, a strangely large amount of space between them. "you 
redecorated.." sal noted, it almost sounded like a question. "yeah, 1 needed a change.." travis 
replied, just above a whisper. saying that made him feel guilty for some reason he was unsure of. 


they spent fifteen whole minutes sitting there quietly, neither of them quite knowing what to say. 


unasked questions lingered in the air. 


but then, travis broke the silence, "we should go to the lake.. right now." sal was taken aback, "it's 
already getting dark, are you sure?" yes, he was more sure than ever before. so, they got into 
travis's car and began on their journey. 


by the time they arrived, it was very dark and cold but neither of them seemed to mind. they made 
their way to the lake side and laid on the grass. "the stars are beautiful tonight, don't you think?" sal 
asked, staring up at the sky. "yeah, and there's a full moon." travis mentioned. 


"do you still believe in heaven?" sal asked suddenly. 
"i don't think so.." he answered solemnly. 


"1 like to think people become stars when they die.. 1 never was able to believe in heaven.. but i 
think 1 would prefer to become a star.." 


"that does sound nice, but.. i think you'd become the moon." 
sal couldn't help but smile beneath his prosthetic. 


hours passed by like minutes, and they were somehow able to stay up the whole night talking. they 
talked about highschool, and their childhoods. travis opened up about his father, sal did the same 
about his. apologies and forgiveness were exchanged multiple times. similarities between the two 
became much clearer, and an actual friendship was formed. they watched the sun rise over the 
mountains in the distance and that felt like a new beginning. 


travis was no longer alone, he wasn't afraid anymore. maybe his love story wouldn't have to be 
fictional forever. 


Chapter End Notes 


thank you so much for reading !! comments and constructive criticism are highly 
appreciated !! and please Imk if 1 should continue this story and explore their 
relationship more !!! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


